





















































Fun Week by Week. 
3Y THE PARTY ON THE SPOT 


Wednesday.——Went and opened the New National Art Gallery 
built on the site of old Millbank Prison by the munificence of Mr. 
Tate, assisted by the Prince of Wales, Sir William Harcourt, and 
Mr. A. J. Balfour. Handed it over to the custody of the people. A 
magnificent gift, not spoiled either in the matter or the manner of 
giving. 

FROM THE ‘ART. 


The Prince in State and Mr. Tate 
And (joined, for once, in pallery) 
Sir ’Arcourt (V.) and “ A. J. B.” 
Have opened the New Art Gallery. 
At old Millbank Mr. T. we thank 
(For neither blew nor blustered he) 
That such gems he calls to those prison walls, 
And leaves them in our custody. 


Went off from there to see H.R.H. properly seated for the holding 
of an “Investiture” at the St. James’s Palace, and then got round to 
complete the ‘“‘ company dissembled ” to celebrate the new extension 
to the Guildhall School of Music by helping to lay the foundation 
stone and helping to sing an ode. Then down to Bisley, where was 
drenched with rain, to the accompaniment of a ‘‘ dropping fire”’ of 
hail, rolls of thunder, and flashes of lightning. 


Thursday.—Gave medals and certificates (assisted by the Prince) 
to the students of the Royal Academy of Music at Princes’ Hall. 
Got the Duke of Fife comfortably through the opening of the 
Hammersmith Town Hall, then went round the Postage Stamp 
Exhibition of the Royal Philatelic Society at the R.I. Gallery 
with the Duke of York. 


Friday.—-Lunched at M. Hanotaux’s with Sir Wilfrid Laurier 
haven’t done much lunching or dining lately, season slackening. 
Spent the rest of the day at the morning performance of the 
Chester Musical Festival. Quite a delightful festival, and enjoyed 
it thoroughly. 


Saturday.—Season undoubtedly coming to an end. Have only 
One invitation to dinner this week, and am sorry to say no invita- 
tion for the holidays. Suppose I haven't made myself disagreeable 
enough. 

SOUR GRAPES. 
We've reached, at length, the season's end, 
And I note, with trepidation, 
That no unselfish country friend 
Has sent me an invitation. 
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So, while others vacht or shoot or fish 
Or enjoy themselves sea-bathing, 
I shall have to stay in town and wish 
My pen were a bit more scathing. 
Got a run over to Paris for the motor car race—rather curious that 
the winning car (a steam one) beat the train that carried passengers 
wishing to see the finish. Otherwise the race not remarkable for 
much but ‘“ smelliness.”” Returned to assist Duchess of York to 
distribute the prizes at Bisley, then made off to the Crystal Palace 
to see the distribution of Art prizes and the finish of the Volunteer 
Yeomanry Tournament. Had a pleasant hour before that at the 
Dutch Gallery—some striking work there—and then to dinner with 
Mr. Seddon and his friends at the Hotel Cecil. Finished up in 
Lincoln’s Inn, where Mr. Birrell held forth on the “ Pretentions of 
the Press,”’ and Mr. Paul defended that defenceless organisation. 


Monday.—Had a few gruesome moments at the Medical, Surgical, 
and Hygienic Exhibition at Queen's Hall, then pushed off to Good- 
wood to take the taste out of my mouth. Duke and Duchess of 
York already there. Had a good time (on all the events), and 
attended the opening of the Worthing Theatre with a light heart 
and a heavy purse. (Shall be able to have a holiday on my own if 
to-morrow doesn’t break me.) 

Tuesday.—Went to a couple of prize distributions. One at 
Totnes, where Sir W. V. Whiteway was the officiator, and the other 
at Bishop Stortford Grammar School, where Sir Gordon Sprigg did 
the duty. Took the Prince and Princess down to Goodwood, Had 
another good afternoon, and made my holiday bill more secure. In 
fact I am 

OFF ‘ YOTTIN’.” 
There's a touch in the breeze through the Goodwood trees 
That comes like a note of warning, 
There's holiday fun, now the season's done, 
But winter comes in the morning. 
Still I see no flaw for the “ sinews of waw' 
Are mine for a trip in the Flora, 
For I'm well set up since the Stewards’ Cup 
Went (properly) to Amphora. 
Sailed into Cowes and saw all well at the “ Jubilee Addressing” of 
Her Most Gracious, who looked in splendid form, by the way. Am 
now beating up Channel west by sou’'-west, and hope to make the 
coast of France or something soon. 


Tue Sporrer. 


— 








What’s in a Name? 
There are said to be 16,000 bricklayers on strike in Buda-Pesth. 


Had they been blacksmiths who were striking, this circumstance 
would not have attracted so much attention. 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless acromnanied by a stamped and addressed envelope 
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Charles.—*“ Juabilly an’ Juatommy, I b’lieve, Sir!" 


Old Gin’ —** What is ) our mother going to call the twins, Charl--?”’ 





The Infants’ Incubator. 


A practical demonstration of incu- 
on 2, as available for the rearing of 

-born and sickly infants, is 
now in full working order at the Earl’s 
Court Exhibition.] 


Ir your child is ill and ailing, 

If his precious health is failing, 

Do not lose time in bewailing, 
Or you may regret it later. 

If you’re anxious to solace him, 

To invigorate and brace him, 

You have only got to place him 
In the infants’ incubator. 


There, of ailments ever heedful, 
Baby will have all that’s needful, 
Till at length he is indeed full, 
And each day his weight grows 
greater. 
Oh! so tenderly theyll take him, 
Being careful not to shake him, 
Nor to drop him, nor to wake him 
In the infants’ incubator. 


There, no matter what its gender, 
"Twill have treatment kind and tender, 
Every aid that art can render 

To replace its alma mater. 
With appliance automatic, 
Tho’ the notion sounds erratic, 
Yet you may find joy ecstatic 

In the infants’ incubator. 
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Suburb v. Strand. 


New theatres are constantly spring- 
ing up in the suburbs. This raises a 
nice little problem for the West End 
houses. If Suburbia is to be catered for 
on the spot, so to speak, is it possible 
that the Strand theatres will be stranded 
in the worst sense of the word ? 








































The Point of View. 


[The recent debate in the House of Commons on the South 
African Committee revealed a great diversity of opinion as to the 
character of Mr. Cecil Rhodes and the treatment that ought to be 
accorded him. | 


Now, in judging the acts of a man or a woman, 
Much hinges upon the point of view, 

For what to me may appear inhuman, 

To you may wear an angelic hue ; 
And if we were asked to cite an example 

To clinch this, according to logical modes, 
We think we should find material ample 

In the person of Mr. Cecil Rhodes. 


Though the eyes of the world have of late been on him, 
His mental balance is not disturbed ; 
And though a Committee has sat upon him, 
His untamed spirit is yet uncurbed : 
Which shows (according to some) the brave 
That has given to Britain her world-wide : 
But others aver it is simply knavery, 
Revealing a sou! that is dead to shame ! 


Now, though some hail him as Empire-builder— 
A sort of Nelson and Blake combined— 

There are others who say the pursuit of the guilder 
Alone has charms for his vena! mind ! 

Then some declare, for his crimes notorious, 
They'd twist his neck in a short, sharp way ; 

But others who deem him a hero glorious, 
Would bind his brows with the laurel and bay. 














Wherever there’s niggers’ land to grab, he 
Is there, and is seldom known to fail— 
Well, this, at least, is the view of Labby, 
For the converse view see the Daily Mail! 
If the man is sinned against or sinning, 
If he leaves undone what he ought to do, 
Depends, as we mentioned, at the beginning, 
Entirely upon the point of view ! 








Doves and Serpents. 


(Much indignation has been caused by the fact that two thousand 
carrier pigeons, in charge of an agent of the German War Office, 
were recently liberated at Dover.— Vide Press.) 


Ovr war officials state (and we 
Admire their Buffon-worthy lore) 
That carrier-pigeons “ beastly ”’ be: 
Our House of Commons mumbles o’er 
Those sapient “‘ buts” and “ands” and “ ifs” 
Which all too woundily it loves. 
And, meanwhile, from our “ best white cliffs,” 
Flock flights of German homing doves! 


~—_ the adjective refined 
Which Pall Mali powers against them fling, 
Each carrier-pigeon, to our mind, 
is Is, in Mapes harmless thing ! 
ut, when t carrier-pigeons 
’Twizt wily William's land of pit 
The harmless doves may prove, alas ! 
To own the serpent’s guileful powers ! 
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A “Select” Committee. 
OR, THE HALFPENNY STAR CHAMBER. 


[Seeing that a Select Committee of the House of Commons 
claims the right of ing all and sundry to appear before 
them and to Pry into their private affairs on pain of imprisonment, 
if not rack and thumbscrew, we venture to suggest what might 
happen at any moment.]} 


Scene: The “Star” Chamber. Portraits of Mr. Gladstone, 
O’Donovan Rossa, Mr. Tom Mann, and other distinguished 
politicians are seen upon the walls. 

Dramatis Persone :— 

Carpette Bagali, Esq., M.P., Sir N. O’Boddie, M.P., Peter 
Mugwump, Esq., M.P., Boss Brady, Esq., M.P., Lord Nosoo, M.P. 
(Select Commuttee for inquiry into the private lives of the middle 
classes). Jones, Brown, and Robinson, inoffensive members of the 
general public. 

(Curtain rises and discovers Committee examining Jones.) 


C. Bagalt.—“ Your income at the present moment is?” 

Jones.— ‘‘ My income from all sources——.”’ 

C. Bagali.—*‘ Answer the question, sir.” 

Jones.—** I am.” 

Mugwump.— Oh, no, you ain’t. What we wants ter know is ‘ow 
much ?” 

Jones.—‘‘ Five hundred a year.” 

C. Bagali.— And how much of that do you spend in low places 
of amusement ?” 





Jones.—‘* I never a. 

Mugwump.—*’Ow much ?” 

Jones.—** |——..”” 

C. Bagali.— You must answer the questions put to you without 
explanation.”’ 


Mugwump.— Or we shall ‘ave ter report yer ter the Ouse.” 

Jones.— I respectfully i 

Boss Brady.—* Bedad, he’s a scoundrel, gintlemin; a low-born 
thafe, and Oi move, gintlemin, that we report the blayguard.” 


(Reported accordingly and led to the torture chamber.) 


C. Bagali.—“* Brown, I believe? ” 

Brown.—“ That is my name.” 

C. Bagali.— Now, Brown, attend to me. When were you in- 
toxicated last, at what court were you charged, and what fine 
did you have to pay ?”’ 

Brown.—* I have never been —— 

Lord Nosoo.—‘ Answer the question, sir, yes or no.” 

Brown (in despair).—‘* No!” 

C. Bagali.—* Ah, now we shan’t be long. And when did this 
happen ?” 

Brown.—*‘ I submit ——’ 

Sir N. O’ Boddie.—Yes, sir, you had better submit.” 

Brown.— I don’t understand ——” 

C. Bagali.— Surely the question is plain enough. Let me 
repeat it, ‘ When did this happen?” 

Brown.—** What?” 

C. Bagali.—* You musn’t ask the Committee questions.” 

Brown.—*‘ Then I must decline x“ 

C. Bagali.— Then consider yourself reported. (Signing to the 
attendant.) Thumbscrews!” 

(Ezit Brown.) 

C. Bagali.—“' Robinson !” 

Robinson.—“ Here, sir.” 

C. Bagali.—“ Now, Robinson, be very, very careful. How old 
are you?” 

Robinson.— Forty-six!” 

C. Bagali.—* And for the last six years you have been living at 
Birmingham ?” 

Robinson.—* I have.” 

C.Bagali.—* No doubt, from time to time you have seen the 
member for West Birmingham ?” 

Robinson.—‘* Yes.” 

C. Bagali.——“* Cast your memory back to December, 1895. You 
saw the member for Birmingham about that time?” 

Robinson—“ No.” 

C. Bagali.—** Would you think, from his appearance at that 
time, that he had something on his mind?” 

Robinson.—“ But I didn’t ——” 

Mugwump.—* We don’t want to know what 

wants ter know are, ‘ad ‘e ennythink on ‘is mind?” 
Robinson (forgetting himself).—“* How the —— should I know?” 

The Committee.—** He swears at us!” 

(They rush at Robinson and tear him limb from limb.) 
(Curtain.) 
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To St. Lubbock. 


From Pararck O’Grapy. 


Sr. Lussocx! ye broth av a ! 

t’s wishin’ Oi was yer own = 

i'll shtand ye a or two av bist grog in 
The counthry, and ye another! 
In troth, ye’re a beautiful saint, 
An’ nixt to St. Patrick Oi class ye, 
An’ if we shud iver, swate sowl, meet togither, 
Oi'll dhrop on me knees whin Oi pass ye! 


St. Lubbock! ye gem av me heart! 

Oi’m dyin’ to shtand up before ye, 

So git yer shillelagh, an’ thin, me bhoy, raly, 
Oi'll show ye how much Oi adore ye! 

Av coorse, it’s as frinds we wud foight, 

Jist wan blow or two put in nately, 

To show no ill-feelin’ will ‘iver come stealin’ 
Betwixt two who love so complately ? 


St. Lubbock! Oi’m soon goin’ home, 

Fur Oireland me heart's iver itchin’, 

An’ if ye’ll come over Oi'll put ye “ in clover "— 
To slape wid the pig in the ki ; 

To fiddle an’ dance all the day 

Wid Kate, who's the shtar av Killarney, 

An’ lashin’s av whisky to make ye feel frisky, 
An’ cover yer tongue wid the blarney ! 


Begorra! the colleens an’ bhoys 

Will dhrink to yer hilth August Monday ; 
An’ Oi, me own jewel, who suffer most cruel 
From thirst, will begin on the Sunday ! 

St. Lubbock! the proide av me oi! 

Me heart wid love fur ye is swellin’ ; 

May niver a sorrer, to-day or to-morrer, 
Prisint its black form at yer dwellin’! 

















DEFINED. 
“ What's the meanin’ of ‘ eer Billy?” 


“ Oh, well, suppose as yer two buttons on yer trowsers, an 
one cum orf; w’'y, all the responserbility ‘ud be on the other!” 
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AT SOUTHWOLD.—AUNTIE’S REASON WHY. 


Aggie.—“ Call Auntie to come and paddle, Dolly. There’s no one about, so she needn’t mind.” 
Dorothy.—** That’s just the reason why she won’t trouble to come, I reckon.”’ 


















Our New Doctor! 
THE WELCOME OF AZSCULAPIUS. 
ALSCULAPIUS :— 


Sir, you're welcome to our Temple, 
You have always been our friend ; 

Comes a time of work and trouble, 

When the worth of help is double, 
Willing help you always lend. 


Swift to help the sick and helpless, 
Kindly hearted, generous ; 

All the world will bear us witness 

Of your most undoubted fitness 
To be ranked as one of us. 


Welcome, Prince, among the healers 
You may claim a foremost place ; 

You've a kindly word and cheery 

For the sick and weak and weary, 
For the fainting in life's race. 


When the opee man prone is stricken, 
In his direst hour of need, 

Comes the surgeon or physician, 

His the highest, noblest mission 
To be friend, and friend in need. 


Welcome, then, among the healers ! 
In their lives you've had a part— 

When it seemed almost forsaken, 

Deep the interest you have taken 
In the gracious healing Art. 














In the stand that we are making 
‘Gainst cold death’s determined stride, 
We've a claim on each man’s labour, 
He, and he alone, is neighbour, 
Who comes hast’ning to our side. 


Death draws nigh, still pressing forward, 
Hurls afar his poisoned darts— 

We can only place reliance 

On the mighty truths of Science 
To put courage in our hearts. 

Hand to hand the fight is raging, 
Day by day, and night by night; 
Never since the world’s first morning 

Has been heard so grim a warning, 
Has been seen so stern a fight. 
Hand to hand we close in earnest, 
Mind with matter fiercely strives— 
Death heaps anguish on to anguish, 
Laughs to see his victims languish, 
Cries for lives, and yet more lives. 
Close the ranks, then ; stand together ; 
Be not anxious or afraid; 
Fearless face the monarch dreaded, 
Minds serene and muscles steadied— 
Stand together undismayed. 
Fearless face his grisly terrors, 
Closely watch his deadly work ; 
Watch him, be prepared to meet him, 
With his weapons try to beat him, 
Ceaseless watch, nor labour shirk. 





Fight—and fight—nor cease your fight- 
ing, 

Though at times you seem to fail, 
Fight, and bid him still defiance, 
Great is courage, great is Science, 

Great is love and shall prevail. 
Welcome, Sir, among the healers ; 

Kindly hearted, generous— 

All the world will bear us witness 
Of your undisputed fitness 
To be ranked as one of us. 














The Balloon Voyage to the 
Pole. 


[Herr André has started on his 
perilous undertaking. | 


He’s off to discover the Pole ! 
But the motion seems “ airy,” 
If he doesn’t take care he 
Will never return safe and whole! 


Good luck to the brave, hardy soul ! 
A strange way he’s chosen 
To dare regions frozen— 

Let’s hope he’ll discover the Pole! 
We'll drink to him in flowing bow! ! 
For he is a hero, 

A man without fear. Oh, 
May be discover the Pole! 
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OUR NEW DOCTOR! 


THE WELCOME OF “SCULAPIUS. 
H.k.H. THE PRINCE OF WALES HAS BEEN ENROLLED A MEMBER OF THE ROYAL COLLEGE OF PHYSICIANS. 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 36.) 
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The Butler. 


Cuarrer IV. 


A RESERVE FORCE. 


Siem James, like a good general, took his defeat with composure 
and humility, and at the breakfast table next morning held a review 
of the forces under his command. He had been defeated, but not 
crushed. Ata council of war it was decided to entice Lizette over 
to the cause of the Sweeneys by means of a bribe, so that they 
7 have a spy in the camp of the worthy Purler, till such time 
as 


could be safely discharged; deprived of his stinging power. 
Miss Caroline 
YT CR was given the 
o 0 commission, 





and it was not 
long before she 
found an oppor- 
tunity to inter- 
rogate the de- 
mure little 
maid. 

a= he found 
Lizette dusting 
the drawing- 
room, skipping 
about from one 
ornament to 
another, like a 
butterfly in @ 
garden of 
flowers. 

Miss Caroline 
gazed a little 
enviously at the 
trim little 
figure for some 
moments, and 
then said, 
harshly :— 

** Lizette!”’ 

“4 Rie *2 
screamed 
Lizette. ‘ Oh, 
I did think it was 








“I'nu, Boy THE WHOLE Srockx, py Venvs.” 


Mees Caroline, you did frighten me ver much. 
Monsieur Purler.”’ 

** Don’t be absurd, Lizette, as if my voice could ever sound like 
his. Oddly enough, it is about Purler I wish tospeak. Sir James 
is very displeased with his behaviour last night, and we wish to find 
out whether he locked him in the pantry intentionally, or really 
mistook him fora burglar. It will be worth your while,” she con- 
tinued, a her purse insinuatingly. 

‘*Ah! Mees Caroline, ze Purler is one great hulks, and I will do 
as you want. I can find out ze lots.” 

“ Then take this, child, and report to me from time to time any- 
thing you may be able to find out.” 

“Ah! Mees Caroline, you are too bong. To give me ze whole 
shilling, all in ze once." 

A loud ring resounded through the house, and Miss Caroline 
rushed to the window. 

“It's Mr. Thurlow's carriage. Good gracious me, he’s going to 
call, and at this hour in the morning, too. Whatterrible form! I 
can’t see him like this. You stay here, Lizette, and tell him I shall 
be down direetly,”’ and she flounced out of the room by one door, as 
Purler announced ‘‘ Mr. John Thurlow"’ at the other. 

**Mees Caroline, she say she will be here directly, she is des- 
habille,”’ said Lizette, demurely, making for the door. 

“ A charming substitute, by Hebe,’ said Mr. Thurlow, fixing his 
glass and barring the way. ‘ Are you to keep me company till she 
comes ? "’ 

“No, no! Mees Caroline, she not like, and it would not be 
proper to keep ze company with ze handsome young gentilhomme.” 

“A veritable prude, by gad. Bother Miss Caroline. I say, Miss 

ce, what does K 1 8 8 spell?” 

“Kise? Ah, owi owi! It does just spell ze shillings five,” 
replied Lizette, saucily. 

“T'll buy the whole stock, by Venus,” shouted Mr. Thurlow. “ It’s 
nectar divine at five shillings a sip. There—what would your 
mistress say to that ?”’ 

“I know not what she say. 
did give me the little kiss.” 


“Lock somethings! What do you mean?” said Thurlow, 
uneasily. 


She did look somethings when you 




















“ She vas standing at the open door, and did see in ze looking- 

“Demme,” muttered Mr. Thurlow, “I did not bargain for 
that——. Confound you! What do you want?” 

“ Miss Caroline’s compliments,” said Purler, who had just come 
in, and given a discreet little cough before speaking, ‘‘ and she is 
not at home to-day, and Lizette is to go to her at once.” 

“Turned out, by Lucifer,” ejaculated Thurlow. “Tell your 
master my business was with him, and I'll do myself the honour of 

‘ealling this evening. You saw something in the glass, too, I sup- 
pose, Purler. Friend or Foe, eh?” he queried, holding up half-a- 
crown. 

‘‘ Friend, sir,” said Purler, snugly pocketing the coin. 

“T’m surprised at you, Miss Lizette,” said Purler as soon as he 
had ushered the guest out. ‘To allowa gent to kiss you before 
my very eyes, and such a gent, too. Got up young. Why he’s 70 
if a day.” 

" + a yer surprises to yerself, Mr. Purler,” replied Lizette, for 
once forgetting her accent. ‘It’s all war,and I owed Miss 
Caroline one for trying to make me aturncoat. I’m to spy on you, 
Mr. Timothy. I’m to tell them everything. You hear? Every- 
thing! Where you go to when you attend the prayer meeting, and 
what makes your nose so red. Talk to me of kissing, indeed! Why 
I'll kiss him if I choose before you, that old cat Lady Sweeney, and 
the whole family. So there. (Lizette snapped her fingers 
defiantly.) And this is all I get for having a go in on my own,” 
she continued almost crying. ‘ You know you were to get the 
sack as soon as Mr. Thurlow popped, and I’ve managed to stop 
that anyhow for a time, if not forever. Oh! Timothy you ought - 
to have seen the expression on Frumpy’s face when he kissed me.” 

“Oh! well, Lizette,” said Purler, somewhat mollified, ‘‘ I’ye no 
doubt you did it all for the best. But fairplay’s a jewell. You 
never kiss me.” 

** Kiss you, indeed ! 
me to marry you next.” 

** And why not?” 

“Why? Oh, it’s forbidden that any woman marry her grand- 
father. But, attention, Mr. Timothy. In time of war foreign 
affairs have precedence over home affairs. Victory has at present 
been with us. We have won two battles, not to mention my little 
kissing skirmish you so object to, but which is important, as it 
secures a valuable ally. Mr. John Thurlow is in future our reserve 
force, ready to 
crush the old cat, 
Miss Frumpy, or 
even Sir Jimmy 
himself as occa- 
sion requires. I 
may have to kiss 
him again for his 
mother’s sake, but 
no matter. He 
will come again. 
There are two in- 
fluences here for 
him, Miss Caroline 
with her money 
and Lizette.”’ 

‘* Don’t come it am 


I should think not. Why you'll be asking 























too strong, 
Lizette,” said 
Purler. ‘‘ We have 


been rather hin- 
discreet talking 
like this in the 
enemy's camp. 
We might be over- 
heard.” 

Alas! they little 
knew or guessed 
that Lady Sweeney, coming softly downstairs and hearing voices, 
had stopped to listen within a few feet of the conspirators. Her 
lips assumed a rigid line as the words “old cat” and “Miss 
Frumpy”’ floated by, and she muttered to herself — 

** Old cats have sharp claws.” 


LaDy SwEENEY OVERHEARS. 
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Speechless Grief. 


Henpecker (whose wife has been sufferi 
the throat).—‘ What do you think o og 
worst.” 


Doctor (who knows all about it)—‘ She will soon recover her 


voice. ‘? 


rom an affection of 
tor? Tell me the 
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EXTREME POLITENES 


Enraged Cyclist.—“* Now, Sir! you’ve completely smashed my thirty 
say no of the severe shock to my system. bat have you to say, Sir? 





dull if] J 











s. 
guinea bicycle, nearly broken my leg, and sprained my wrist, to 


Calm Swell.—* I shall have great pleasure in driving you home, Sir!” 














Waftings from the Wings. 


THE Moore and Burgess Minstrels, who will shortly enter upon 
their thirty-third year of existence at the St. James’s Hall, re-opened 
last Saturday. The new autumn programme embraces the charming 
plantation comedy-operetta, The Yaller Gal, expressly written for 
the minstrels by Messrs. George R. Sims and Ivan Caryll, abound- 
ing in brisk action, ludicrous situations, and pretty melodies. The 
excellent choir of adult and juvenile voices has been augmented, 
and, with the excellent orchestra, under the direction of Mr. 
Gustave Chaudoir, is more efficient than before. The humorous 
side of the entertainment is in the capable hands of those popular 
favourites, Messrs. Birchmore, Callan, Wood, Wills, Howard, 
Morton, and the Brothers Crawford, whilst our old friend, Mr. John 
Kemble, wili oe found in hisaccustomed place. The hall has under- 
gone extensive re-decoration, and the ventilation and lighting 
greatly improved. 

A very fine tableau is to be seen at Madame Tussaud’s emblem- 
atical of the recent Jubilee of our beloved Sovereign. Her Most 
Gracious Majesty is represented in the act of taking the oath of 
maintenance of the Protestant Faith, a feature which has been the 
subject of pictorial delineation by Sir George Hayter. The monarch 
is apparelled in a superbly beautiful robe of muslin, over which is 
adroitly thrown the royal crimson robe, and from the rear of that, 
in ample folds, flows the royal gown of gold satin, upon which the 
symbols of empire and majesty are emblazoned. She has her 
hand upon the Book, which is resting upon the communion table, 





draped with blue cloth and covered with Brussels lace, 
liberally worked with the emblem of the Gallic dynasty, the Fleur 
de Lis. The conventionalities of the Communion Service are u 
the table, together with the Orb of Empire; at the feet of Her 
Majesty, resting upon sumptuous cushions, are the Crown 
and Sceptre. The ceramic representation of Her Majesty 
is most realistic and charming; there she is in all the 
simple charm of youth and beauty, calmly enunciating, as 
it seems, her adherence to the secret of England’s greatness. 
No expense appears to have been spared, and the entire model 
cannot have cost less than £500 sterling. Accom with the 
sweet and rythmic strains of the Band, entire exhi- 
bition is a sight which should not Be missed. There are other fresh 
subsidiary models, namely Princess Victoria of Wales, charmingly 
im of whee ane one her sister, Princess Charles of re 
th of whom are tioned amongst a Court reception garbed 
the season’s Court dresses. We Messrs. Tussaud 
their enterprising spirit, and wish them that 


support to which they are unqualifiedly entitled. 


“ Walks in Belgium, with Brussels and its Exhibition,” by — 
Lindley, is being published at the price of 6d. The maps 
illustrations are excellent, and the information practical and useful. 
The manual is issued in connection with the t Eastern Rail- 
way Company's new accelerated service, vid Antwerp, which is 
now Sunday as well as week-day. By this service one can make a 
“ week-end ” visit to Brussels from don and the chief Northern 
and Midland towns. 
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Where I linger long, 
Trilling in her gladness 
Her sweet, sin sy song, 
I raise y bat in passing 
Ask the time of day, 
And walking by her side the whil 
I always say 


Rose, Rose, I suppose 
You know the nook where the streamiet flows, 


Down by the bank whereon the wild thyme grows, 


Where the lazy sheep in the noontide doze, 


There I'll wait for you, love, dear little Rose 


Oh, her cheeks are like the peaches 
And her eyes are bright, 

Like the stars that shine in summer 
On s cloudless night 

And I love her, how I love her 


She'll be mine, I pray 


You know the nook where the streamlet flows, 
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